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body crashing against the wall of the cliff.  But the boy
ceased to whine.                                                                  V
" How can we fire at them ? " Martin Shamil askedf
seizing Piotra by the arm. " We haven't got any bullets.
And they'll bomb us out with hand grenades "
" Well, what else are we to do ?" Piotra turned suddenly
blue, and his lips foamed.   " Lie down i  Am I command^
or not ?  I'll kill you ! "  He waved his revolver over their
heads.
His whistling whisper seemed to put new life into them.
Bodovskov, Martin Shamil and two other cossacks ran to
the other side of the gully and lay down under the cliff, the
others remained with Piotra. In springtime the rushing
flood of hill water sends the stones rolling down and washes
away the bottom of the gully, eating into the layers of red
clay and cutting holes and passages in the walls of the cliff.
And in these holes the cossacks hid themselves.
Above them they heard the sound of running feet, andk
snow and sand sprinkled down into the gully.                     ^
" There they are ! " Piotra muttered.
No one approached close to the edge, but the cossacks
heard the sound of voices and some one shouting at a
horse.
" Talking over how to get at us," Piotra thought, and
again the sweat poured down his back and over his chest
and face.
There was a shout from above them. " Hey you, come
on out! We'll kill you in any case ! "
Snow fell thickly in a milky-white stream into the gully.
Evidently someone was coming close to the edge.  Anotheff
voice remarked confidently:
" They jumped down there; here are their footmarks.
And I saw them myself,"
" Piotra Melekhov, come out of there ! "
For a moment Piotra was gripped with a blind joy.
" Who is there among the Reds who knows me ? They must
be our own cossacks, they've driven them off," he thought.
But next moment the same voice made him shiver.
"It's Mikhail Koshevoi speaking. We call on you to
surrender. In any case you won't get out."                         flj
Piotra wiped his damp brow, and streaks of bloody sweat
were left on his palm.  A strange feeling of equanimity, >
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